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strange young men. . , . I am glad she did not
live to see her grand-nieces ogling the vacuous
eyes of a crooner, to see her middle-aged niece
languishing in the arms of a professional
partner, or to see young girls falling on the
muddy neck of the dirt-track hero.
The young London girl now goes everywhere
and goes alone if she wishes. No public amuse-
ment is barred to her. You see her at the race-
course, the greyhound-course, the dirt-track,
the boxing-match, the wrestling-match, the
football-match, the night club (both town and
riverside), the palais de danse, the smoking-
rooms of tea-shops, the brasserie, and even in
your own club. You can't keep her out of any-
thing. When I was a youth a frequent advertise-
ment in popular magazines was that of a firm
offering detachable billiard-tables. It was headed
"Keep Your Boys at Home." I never discovered
why it was thought desirable to keep boys at
home, but there may be many people to-day
who would think that course desirable for girls.
The girls might not like it, but in these days of
the constant mingling of the sexes there come,
even to the most companionate men, occasional
hours when they would like to be apart from
women. And there are not three places where
they can be.
A necessary adjunct of all entertainment is